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. My position has altered for the worse,
I have been obliged to flll my em
purse, for a little while, by means of a
of paper. And how shall I meet
my es when the note falls due?
Let time answer the guestion: for the
present the evil day is put off. In
meanwhile, if that literary specnlation of
yours is answering no better than r‘y‘
newspaper | can lend you a few pon
What do you say (on sec-

| direction taken by

mu on with.
thoughts) to coming back to your old

quarters at Passy and giving me your val-
uable advice by word of I::uth instead of
by letter?

tongoe—nand tell me how these various
anxieties of mine are going to end before

wesreanyof us a year older. Shall I, |

Hke you, be separated from my wife—at
har reansat: oh. not at mine! Or shall 1
be locked up In prison? Ana what will
become of you? Do you take the hing,
doctor?

Ll
CHAPTER XXXV.—IRIS TO MRS, VIMPANY.

“Eatreat Lady Harry not to write tome, |

Bhe will be tempted to do so, when she
hears that there is good hope of Mr.
Mountjoy’s recovery. But, even from
that loving and generons heart, I must
not accept expressions of gratitude which
wonld ooly embarrass me. All that I
have done, as a nurse, and all that I may
gt hope to do, is no more than an effort

make amends for my past life. Iris has
my heart's truest wishes for her happiness.
Until I can myvself write to her without
danger, let this be enongh.”

In those terms, dearest of women, your
friend has seut yonr message to me. My
love respects, as well as admires, you: your
wishes are commands to me. Atthesame
time, | may find some relief from the feara
of the future that oppress me, if 1 can
conflde them to friendly ears. May I not
harmlessly write to you, if 1 only write of
mv own poor seif?

Try. dear, to remember those pleasant
days when von were staying with us, in
our haneynioon time, o Paria

by a star—his 1 star,
the compliment of ealling
hen he married me. I
now. Fanny saw
with & sad at the im
wax. BShe com,
my t

s ||

:

houghts.
“Tell me to do it. my lady."” she proceed- |

ed, “and I'll the letter.”
1 looked at She showed

usfon.

“I can seal it up again,” she coolly ex
plained, “with a bit of fresh wax and my
thimble. Perhaps Mr. Vimpany won't be
sober enough to notice 1.V

“Do you know, Fanny, that yon are

no ocoo-

::?“km a dishonorable proposal to me!"I |

“I know there's nothing I cando to

I tell you what honor i:m.nm! It means
sticking at pothing, in your service.
Please tell me to open the letter.”
“How did you come by the letter, Fan-
'
n":lly master gave it to me to put in the
g

“Then, post it

The strange creature, so full of hc:ntn-
ries—so sensitive at one time, s0 pene-
trable at another—pointed again to the ad-
dress.

* When the master writes to that man "
the went on—"a long letter (if you will
notice) and a sealed letter—your ladyship

onzht to see what is inside it. I baven't |

| a doubt myself that there's writing under

this seal which bodes trouble to you.
The spare bedroom is empty. Do yon want

to have the doctor for vour visitor again? |

Don't tell me to post the letter till I've
opened it first.”
“[ do tell you to the letter.”
Fauny submitted, so far. But she had

rm ol persuasion to U before |
~rsedi s b | couldn’t do it himself, | wanted materials |

| her reserves of resistance wereexhausted.

You warned me, one evening when we |

were alone, to be on my gusrd against

aoy cirenmstances which might excite my |

husband's jealousy, Sinee then, the trou-
ble that yon foresaw bas fallen on me;
mainly, I am afraid, throngh my own
want of self-coutrol. Itis=o hard for a

woman, when she really loves a man, to |
understand a state of mind which can |

make him doubt her,
1 have discovered that jealousy wvaries,
Let me tell you what [ mean.

“If the doctor comes back,” she continued,
“will your ladyzhip give me leave to go
out whenever I ask for it."”

This was surely presuming on my in-
dulgence.

“Are you not expecting a little too
much?"’ | suggested—not unkindly.

“If yon say that, my lady.” she answer- |

ed, I shall be obli to ask you to enit
yoursel{ with another maid.” .

There was a tone of dictation in this
which I fonnd beyond endurance. In my
anger [ said: “Leave me whenever yoa
like.”

T shall leave you when I'm dead—mot |

before,” was the reply that [ received.
“RBut if yon wou't let me have my liberty

| without guing away from you, fora time,
| I must go—for your sake.’

Lord Harcy was silent and sallen (ah, |

how well I knew what that meant') while
the life of our poor Hugh was in jeopardy,
When I read the good news which lu{t{
me that he was no longer in danger,
don't know whether there was any change
worth remarking in myself—but there
was a change in my husband, delightfal
to see. His face showed such sweet sym-
thy when be looked at me, he spoke so
fi‘nd v and nicely of Hugh that conld
only express my pleasure by kissing him.
You wiﬁhnrrﬂ_\' believe me when I tell
you that his hateful jealousy appeared
again at that moment. He looked sur-
prised, he looked suspicious—he looked, 1
declare, as if he doubted whether I meant
it with all my heart when [ kissed him!
What incomprehensilile creatures meu are!

| ean do it 10 no other way.

We read in novels of women who are able |
to manage their masters, I wish 1 koew

how to manage mine,

We have been getting into debt. For
some weeks past, this sad state of thiogs

as been a burden on my mind. Day al-
ter day, I have been expecting him to

ak of our sitnation, and have found

him obstinately silent. 1s his mind ea-
tirely occupied with other things? Or is
nhe unwilling to speak of our aoxieties be-
cause the enbject humiilates him? Yes-
terday, I could bear it no longer.
© “Ouar 4 are increasing,” 1 said.
“Have you thought of any way of paying
them?*"”

I had feared that my question might ire-
ritate him., To my reliel, he seemed to be
diverted by it,

“The payment of debts,” he replied, “is
& problem that I am too poor to solve., Per-
baps, 1 got near to it the other day.”

1 ASKen now. =

“Well,” he sald, I fonnd myzell wish-
Ing I bad some rich friends. By-the-by,
how ia your rich friend? What have yon
heard lately of Mr. Mountjoy?*"’

*“1 have rd that be is steadily ad-
vancing towards recovery.”

*Likely. T dure say, to return to France
when he fecls eqoal to i,” my husband
remarked, “He is a good-natured crea-
ture. If he finds himsell in Paris again, I
wonder whether he will pay us another
wislt?"

He said this quite seriously. On my
elde, I was too much astonished to utter &

word. My bewilderment seemed to amuse |

Bim. In hizs own pleasant way he ex-
plained himself:

“longht to have told you, my dear, that |

Iwas in Mr. Mountjoy's company the
might before he returned to England. We

had said some disagreeable things to each |

ulher, bere in the coltaze, while you were
away iu your room. My tongue got the
better of my, judgment. Inshort, I spoke
rudely to our guest. Thinking over it
aflterwards, 1 fell that 1 ought to make an
apology. He recaived my siuncere excuses

with an aminbility of manner and n grace | him. But take care that his
of lnnguage which raised him greatly in | not retarded by anxiet
keep him in i

v have Lord Harry's own | fears with which I am now looking at the
Who would suppose that” he had | future. If 1 was not so fond of my hus-
y mini This

mv estimation."”
There vou
wonds!

(For my sake! Pray observe that.)

She went on:

“T'ry toses it I‘Il{llﬂ]’. asl do! If we
have the doctor with us again 1 must be
able to watch him,™

“Whyt"

"lh-«':ause he is your eaemy, as [ be-
lieve.”

“How can he hart me, Fanny?”

“Through your husbaud';;:y Iady, if he

r.
ghall have a spy At his heels. Dishonora-
ble! oh, dishovorable ugain! Never mind,
I don’t pretend to know w.aat that villaio

means to do, if he and my lord get togeth- |

eragain. But this I can tell you, il it's in
womnan's wit to circumvent him, here I
am with my mind made up. With my
mind made up!” she repeated flercely—
uni recovered on a sudden her customary
character as a quiet well-trained servant,
devoted to her duties, *I'll take my mas-

ter’s letter to the post now,” she sald. “‘Is |

there avything your ladyship waots in
the town?"

What do you think of Fanny Mere?
QOught I to have treated this last offer of

In earnest conversation,”

her services as [ treated her to

open the letter? I was not able to do it
The truth is, [ was so touched by her

devotion to me, that [ could not

prevail
on mysell to mortify her by a refnsal. I | B9

belleve there may be a reason for the
distrust of the doctor which possesses her
so strougly; and [ feel the importance of
haviong this faithful and determined wo-
man for an ally. Let me hope that Mr.
\'lmﬁuv'a friend (it it is to take place)
m delayed until you can safely write,
with your own hand, such a letter of wise
advice as I sadly need.

In the meantime, give my love to Hugh,
and say to this dear friend all that I might
bave said for myself, if I had near

for
orance of the doubts an

ever been jealous of the man whom he | band, I should be easier in m

spoke of in this way?

I explain it to myself, partly by the | will u

charm in Hugh’s look and manner, which
everybody feels: partly by the readiness
with which my husband’s variable natnre
receives new lmqressious. 1 hope you
with me. In any case, pray let

ngh see what I have written to you in
;2-‘.‘ place, und ask him what he thinks of

*Note ryY Mes, VIMPANT.—I shall cer-
tainly not be foolish enough to show what
ahe has written to Mr. Monotjoy.
deladed Iris! Miserable fatal marriage!

Encouraged, as voun will easily under-
stand, by the delightful prospectof a re-
conciliation between them, 1 was eager to
take my first o?purmnily of speakin
freely of Hugh. Up to that time it h;ﬁ
been a hard trial 10 keep to myself so
much that was deeply inumtlnﬁ in my
thonghts and hopes. But my hours of
disappointment were not 8t an end yet
We were interrupted.

A letter was brought to us—one of many,
already muiwdl—insisting on immediate
payment of a debt that had been too long
unsettied.

The detestable subject of our poverty
insisted on claiming attention when there
WaAsS A mc.sswfer outside, waiting for my
poor Harry's last French bamk note,

“What is to be done?” [ said, when we
were left by ourselves ngain,

My hasband’s composure was something
wonderful. He laughed, and lit a cigar.

|

| don a gentleman presented himself at the |

sounds contradictory, but I believe youn
nderstand it. For a while, my dear,
good-by.

CHAFTER XXXVI.—THE DOCTOR MEANS MIS-
CHIEF.

On the day after Lord Harry's desecrip-
tion of the state of his mind reached Lon-

-

ublishing office of
rothers and asked for the senior part-

Poor | ner, Mr. Peter Boldside. When he sent |

| in his card it bore the name of “Mr. Vimp-

“We have got to the -crisis,” he said. |

“The question of money has driven us

. Into a corner at last. My darling, have

yon ever heard of such a thing as a prom-
fesory note!™

I was not quite so |

d me to be; I sai

ther speak of promissory notes.

orant as he sup-
my

This seemed to fall in convinciog him. '
“Your father,” he remarked, “nsed to pay |

his notes when they fell due.”
1 betrayed my ignorance, after all.
“Doesn’t everybody do the same!” ]
asked. . .
He burst out laughing, “We will send

| to the office of the junlor

the maid to get a bit of stamped paper.” he |

said; “I'll write the message for her, this
time,”

Those last words alluded to Faony's ig-
norance of the French lan , whic
made it necessary to
written iustructions, when she was sent
on an errand. In our domestic affairs, 1
was able to do this; but, in the
case, 1 ouly handed the message
When she returved with a slip of stamped

r, Harry called to me to come to the
ting-tabile.

“Now, my sweet,” he said,
easily mouey is to be got with a scratch of

™ a.”
ﬁuohd over his shoulder. In less than
& minate it was done; and be had produced
ten thonsavd francs ou paper—in Euglish
money (as he told me), four huondred
nda. This seemed to be a large loan;
r::kul how he proposed to pay it back.
He kindly reminded me that he was a
tor, and, as such, pos-

nspi noe

rovide her with | which
o o Surely the editor cannot have refused to |

any.’

*To what fortunate circumstance am 1
indebted, sir, for the honor of your visit?”
the senior partner inquired. ingrati-
aling manners, his genial smile, his
roundly resonant voice were penon;i ad-
vantages of which he made a
use, The literary costomer who entered
the office, hesituting befors the question
of publishing & work at his own expense,

nerally decided to puy the penalty when

e e‘ucmlntexfd Mr. ehll.ner Bo d.nida.“

“I waot to inqmre about the sale
work,” Mr. \'inri]mny replied. e

“Ah, doctor. you have come to the
wrong man. You must go to my broth-
er.”

Mr. Vimpany protested. “You men- |

tioned the terms when I first applied to
you." he said, “and you signed the agree-
ment."”

“That is in my department,” the senfor |

partner gently ex[‘:kuuetl. “And 1 shall
write the check when, as we both hope,
your large profits will fall due, But our
sales of works are in the department of
mﬁchruther. Mr. Paul Boldside.” He
a Il:nclarkng ared, and recei
fnstructions. “Mr. Paul. Good-morning,
dl:;:lturi" 1 -

r. Paul was, persopally speaking, his
brother repeated—without lhrd‘eep E'ol
and without the genial smile. Condur
a::lner. Mr.

presence
of a stranger, occupied in turning over
the pages of a n“‘srpef. When his
same was aunounced the pablisher start-
ol and hnoded his newspaper to the doe-

Vimpaoy found himsslf in

tor.
“This is a coincidence,” he said. “Iwas |

sir, for your name in the
have just put into your

lookin,

| publish your letter?™

‘o herfl

“see how |

| noumber, and
| “Head ¢

wassober, and therefore

Mr, Vimpan
ore (again) oot to be trifled

sad, and the
with by a mystifying reception.
understand you,” he answered
“What de yout mean?”
“Is it possible that you have not seen

}m I'm.k "n; nuﬂt:&- thel.-j paper?” Mr,

Yaul asked, * yoo a literary man!"
He forthwith produced the
opened it at the right place.
sir,” he sakl, with something
in his manser which looked like virtuous
fndignation.

Mr. Vim found himseaif confronted
mund to the doctor. It

O T

Vimpauy |

mi'.

Messrs. Boldside |

t
ved his |

“1 don’t |

last week's |

| you that 1 won't do,” she answered: *
Come, and feel my pulss and look at my | |

| Mr. Vimpany fore up the aceount and
threw the pleces in the face of Mr. Paul.

Still rving his dignity, Mr. Paul
ike Mr. Peter) rang for the clerk, and
riefly gave an order. “Mr. Viwpanys
account,” he said
monish Mr. Vimpany himself. “You ap-
seu. sir, to have no defense of your con-
nct to offer. Oar firm has a reputation
to preserve. When I have consulted with
my bmtlher. we sha]l' be unpder the dis
ble n ty—"
re (as he afterwards told his brother)
| the publisher was Lrutally interrupted by
| the author.
| “If you will have it,” said this rade man,
“here it i3 in two words The doctor’s
it s the likeness of an ass. As he

for writiog his life, He referred me to
the vear of his birth, the year ol his mar-
ringe, the yeuar of this, that and the other.
Who cares about dn&es: The public {ik‘*’
to be tickled by personal statements. Very
well—I tickled the subject. Tuaere you
have itin a putshell™

The clerk appeared at that :wuspicions
momeut, witi the anthor's accotiu. neatly
| exhibited nnder two sides—a deblor side,

which represented the expenditure of
Hugh Monntjos's money. and a eredi‘or
gide, which represented (so far) Mr. YVimp-
any's profits,  Amount of these last: L4
45, 106,

Mr. Vimpany tore up theacconnt, threw
the pieces in the face of Mr. Paul, and ex-
pressed his sentiments in one opprobrious
word: “‘Swindlers!’

The publisher: “You shall hear of us,
gir, through our lawyer.”

And the suthor apswered: “Go (o the
devil!™

CHAFTER XXXVIL—TIE FIRST QUARREL

Oace ont in the street again, the first
| open door at which Mr. ¥ ]mf.mny stopped
wits the door of a tavern, He ordered a
glass of brandy aud water, and a cigar.
1t was then the hour of the afternocn,
between the time of luncheon and the
timie of dinwer, when the business of a
tavern is generally in a state of suspense.
| The dining-room was empty when Mr.
Vimpauy entered it, and the waiter's un
occupied attention was in waot of an ob-
ect. Having nothing else to notice, he
ooked at the person who had just come
in., The deluded stranger was drinking
fiery potato-brandy and smoking (at the
foreizn price) an FEaglish cigar. Would
his taste tell him the melancholy troth?
No: it seemed to matter nothing to him
what he wns drinking or what ﬁm
| smoking. Now he looked angry and now
he looked puzzled: and now he took along
letter from his pockst, and read ft in
places, and marked the places with a pen-
cil. “Upto some mischief,” was the wait-
er's In of the signs. The
stranger ordered a_second }..I.ua of groz,
| and dravk it in gulps, and fell ioto such
deep thonght that he let his cizar go out.
Evidently, a man in search of an idea.
And, to all appearaunce, he fonnd what he
wanted on asudden. Ina hurry he paid
his reckoning, and left his small change
and his uofinished cigar on the table, and
was off before the waiter could say *"Thank
on.”

a fine house in a spacious square. A car-
| riage was walting at the door. The ser-

vant who opened the door knew him,
| “8Sir Jumes is going out again, =ir, in

two minutes,” the man said. Mr., Vimp-
any answered: “Iwon't keep him two
| minutes.”

A bell raug from the room on the ground
floor; and a gentleman came out as Mr,
Vimpany was shown in. Sir James’'steth-
oscope was still in his hand; his Iatest
medical fee lay on the table,

“Some other day, Vimpany,” the great
surgeon said; “I have no time to give you

w."”

“Will you give me a minute?” the hum-
bile doctor asked. .
“Very well. What is it?"
“[ am down in the world now, Sir James,
as you know—and [ am trying to pick my-

D again,”
e ery‘gmhtab‘.le. my good Tellow, How
ean I help yon? Come, come—out with it
| You waut something.”

“I want your t noame to do me &

| t service, am going to France. A

etter of introduction from you will open
| doors which might be closed to an un-
kpown man like myself."

“YWhat doors do you mean?” Sir Jamce
asked.

“The doors of the haspitals in Paris.”

“Walt a minute, Vimpany. Have you
anv particular object in view?”

“A professional object, of course,” tho
ready doctor answered. *“'I have got an
idena for » new treatment of disess ~f the
lungs, and I want to eee if the French
| have made any recent discoreries in that

direction.”

Sir James took up his pen—nand hesitated
His ill-starred medical colleague had been
his fellow-student and his friend ian the

| days when they were both yeung men.
They had seen but little of each other
since they had gone their different ways—
one of them on the high road which leads
to suceess, and the other down the by-
ways which end in failnre. The famous
surzeon felt a ng donbt of the nse
which his peedy and vagahbond inferior
might make of his name. For a moment
his pen was held sugpended vver the
per. Bat the man of great reputation
waa also a man of great heart. Old asso-
ciations pleaded with him, and won their
eanse. is companion of former times
left the honse :ro\'ldui with a letter of in-
treduetion to the chief surgeon at the Ho-
tel Diexn, in Paris.

Mr. Vimpnny's next and last proceeding
for that day was to stop at a telecraph-
office. and to communicate economically
. w.th Lord Harry in three words:

“Expect me to-mormw.”’

Eariy in the morning of the next day
Lord Harry received the doctor’s tele-

rai.  Iris not having risen at the time,
e seil for Fanoy Mere, and ordered her
to get the spare room rendy for a guest
The muid’'s busy suspicion tempted her
to put a venturesome qnestion. Sae asked
| if the person expected was a lady or a gea-

man.
“What business isit of yours who the

ways easy and good-humored with kis in

a dislike to his wife's maid from the mos
meut when be hind fIrst seen her. His
Irish feeling for beauty and brightoess
was especlndly offended by the puhenlthy
pallor of the woman's complexion and the
#n len self-sappression of her manner.
Al that his native ingennity had been
ab.etodo was to make her m means of
paving a compliment to his wife. *Your
maid has one merif, in @y eves,” he said;
*she is a livinz proofl of the sweetness
your temper.”

Irig joined her hushand at the breakfast
table with an u'l'lpumw of distlarbsnee
in her face, seldom seen daring the dull
days of her life at Passy. 1 bear of
sorﬂnebmk! w‘r?iu Itn stay with m‘i,"hnhe
said. “Not Mr. Vimpany agaia,
and trusi ™ = 2 ik

Lora Harry was carefal to give his cus-
tomary morning kiss, before he replied.
“Why shouldnt my faithful old friend

and see me again?’ he ask«, with

his winning smile.
| “Pray don’s speak of that hatefal mau,’
| €he answered. “as your faithfnl old friend®
He is nothiag of the kind. What id youl

| tried to alter my opinion of Mr. Vimpany,
make

—and proceeded 1o nd- |

The next place at which he stopped was |

visitor i5*" her master asked sharply. Al |
feriors in general, Lord Harey had takep |

: Even the names he

| mind their own business generally suc-
ceed?” Jack Mathews—*“Perhaps be-

| tell me when he tovk leave of us after his |

last visit. and T owned [ was glad that he
was gone? Yon said: “Faith, my dear, I'm
- -

'u!;irf themselves for titles®—N. ¥.
We .

| that line."—Harvard Lampoon.
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He was lifting his teacup to his
-Mpnllmn agsin when lnh;d"

w
.Qre",on ill this morning?” he asked.
“No.
“Have I said anything that has offended

o’

“Certainly not.”

“Then | must tell you this, Irts: I don't
approve of what you have just said. It
sonods, to my miod, unpleasantly like
suspicion of me and saspicion of m od.
T «ee vour fnce confessing it, my st
this moment.”

“Yon are half right, Harry, and no more.
What you see in my face is suspicious of
your friend.”

“Founded on whag, if you please?™

“Founded on what [ have seen of him
and on what ! know of him. When youm

V.

some time since, I did my best to
my view your view. I decsived myselt for
sour sake, | put the best construction on
what he said and di<l whea he was stay-
ing here. It was well meant, but it was
of un use. In & thousand differsnt ways,
while he was doing his best to win my
favor, his truze seil was telling tales of
him under the fairsarface. Mr. Vimpan,
is a badd man. He is the very worst fﬂenﬁ
you conld have about sca at any time—
and especially at a time when yonr pa-
tience 1s tried by neeidy circnmstances. ™
“Oue word, Iris. Ths more eloguent
you are, the more I admire you. Only,
don’t meution my needy clreumstances
arain.” -
{To b contlnued |

WIT AND HUMOR.

Necessity is the mother of invention;
and likewise the father of lies.—Puck.

The most sweeping argument of the
irate housewife %)s the broomstick.—
Rome Sentinel,

If our sins were only unobtrusive as
the goodness of others is obtrusive!—
Atelnson (ilobe,

If the boys don't kiss the misses, then
the girls will miss the kisses.—Bing-
kamton Leader.

New York soared high for the Fair,
but Chicago’s pen was mightier than
her soared. —Puck.

The man who is too fond of his ante
usually makes the acquaintance of his
uncle.—8aston Post.

No bald-headed man who sits in the
front row at the theater is a hero to his
ballet.— Hosfon Gazetie.

Rowne de Bout—**Are you still in the
swim?' Upson Downes—*Yes; on my
back just at present.”—Fuek.

It improves your memory to lend a
[riend 25, but it destroys the memory
of vour [rjiend. — New Orleans Picayune.

“Do you know the nature of an oath,
madam?”  “[ thiok so. All my huos.
pand’s vaths are very ill-natured.”—
Prck,

Before getting into the *'swim” a man
should be reasonably sure that he ean
kecp his head above water.— Hoston
Courier.

Q.—**What did the Saul of Tarsusdo
when the light of heaven blinded him?®"
A.—"Why, why he—he tumbled.”"—N.
Y. Herald,

Edith—*It’s the little things that tell
in this life.” Alice—*Well, you'd think
s0 il You had two small brothers, as 1
have."—Jester.

It must be a matter of regret to the
man who likes to hear himself talk tobe
told that he has been talking in bhis
sleep. — Yonkers Statesman.

He—*"The cutlet is cold again, dar-
ling. Now, what would you do if I
scolded just a little?” She—"Make it
hot for you, dearest.” —Jester.

First Drummer—Get any orders
this morning?" Second PDrummer—
“Yes, one.” Firs-l.—"“'hai was itP"
Second—*Git!" —Philadelphia Press.

Country Rector— I hiven't seen you
at church lately.” Old “"omau-";lo.
sir; I heered as how it was very un-
healthful to sleep in the daytime.”—
Jester. °

“I tell you. George, if there was less
money in the world there would be
more religion.” *That may be; but
the collections would fall of."—N. Y.
Sun.

Farmer—*'Out buotin’ be ye® City
sportsman  (wearily)—“Y-e-s, been
hunting ail day for a pateh of woods
without a law-penalty sign on it."—XN,
Y. Weekly.

Every man should have a good
opinion of himself. He may find it
hard to persuade other people to per-
form this arduous duty for bhim.—
Semerville Journal.

The ideal woman's hat is a section of
chaos, without form and void of archi-
tectural value, further improved by
having its formlessness knocked out of
shape.—Boston Transeript.

*Is that cement any good?” asked a
prospective Purcha.ser of a peddier.
“Avny good™ was the reply. “*Why,
you conld mend the break of day with
that cement.”— Harper's Bazar.

“My hnsband attended the revival
meeting and has got religion.” Is he
a bone-fide convert? -0, Yes™
“‘Then I suppose he will gzo out of the
ice business.”— Boston Budgef.

Mr. Deighton—Ah. Miss Western,
‘do so admire you mother’s earriage,
so gracefnl and dignitied.” Miss West-
ern— ‘Yes, itis a swell turnout; pa
paid $1,200 for it."— Bostonian.

*And pow, professor, what do you
think of my voice?” “Well, it all de-
pends. You haven't told me vel. De
you intend becoming an auctioneer or
a huckster?"— Philadelphia Times.

I will sing for you," said Harry,
who pever hears the clock strike.
“Shail I sing ‘How Can I Leave You'?"
**No,” she replied wearily, “not uunless
m know the answer."— Washington

“You make a great mistake in speak-
ing of that as a baby joke.” *Why,
isn't it?” *Not exactly. It isa joke
about a baby; but it is too old and gray-
haired to be a baby joke.” —Harper's |

Bazar.

She—*"Shakspeare is sim marvel
ous.” Ynnngs'glkley-—"l:rl{l. indeed! |
gives his minor |
characters have a deep significance.
Look at Pistol, for instance. He was

always loaded."—Bostonian.

Dr. Dexter of the Co ist |
thinks that all the daily newspapers will |
be, eventuallyy religious journals. This |
leauls us to believe that all the religious |
weeklies will be, eventually, Christian
journals.— Norristown Herald.

Miss Beaconhill—*'I wonder what the
philosuphical reason is that men who

cause thepe is so little competition in

Tailor (measuring little Blobbs)
—*“Very singular, this, sir.” Blobls—
“What's that?” Tailor—"All your,
measurements are exactly the same as
the Apollo Belvedere statue.” (Blobbs
orders two suits instead of one.)—The

Hr;m&nm——"mmmrud-
ing so intently, my dear?” Mr. De
H.neuymmsbeimhn

“Isee that s soda-waler trust is

i7L

i

was supposed to have

but early next morn-
at the house

ne to the cam

gan. He was found in one of the sheds
near the barn, under a heap of drifted
snow, and the chances are that the

snow that was above him had helpedto |

save his life.
Indian had in different directions,
and it was own
true Indian instinct, had tracked him
out, and she was alone when she found
him. Apparently the Indian was a
frozen corpse. tumbled him out
of his snow bank and pulled off his
blankets, and dragged him down to the

creek, where a deep hole was cut in the |

ice for the
cattle. Laying

of watering the
the Indian out on the
snow she took the pan that was beside
the ice-hole and, filling it repeatedly,
dasbed pailful after 1 of ice water
over the body of the Indian. By the
time the other unsuccessful searchers
had returned she had her old man
thawed out and seated by the fire wrap-
ped up in blankets. There is no
uestion that if he had been found by
the others and had been taken into the
house frozen as he was he would have
died.— Detroit Free Press.

Her Little Brother.

0 Mr. Dusenberry,” cried her little
brother, “I'm so glad you are going to
be kin to me.”

“Ah, Johuny, is that so?™ he gasped,
a look of happiness flitting over his
face. *“‘How did you know? Come here
and sit on my lap and tell me all you
have heard.”

*Sister’s other feller came here last

n the boy. after he was

uith." be,
safely in the arins of the young mam, |

devouring a quarter's worth of candy,
“and I heard them talking "bout you.”
“What did they say?
He was mad,” replied the terror,
**cnuse sis goes with you so much.”
*And what was her reply to him?"
continued the young man, the look of

happiness spreading further across his : Sir Provo William Parry Wallis, G. |

lealn;es’.aid g the
*She ; nt outh again.
‘that he need’t get mad ‘cause you
come to see her, as you was a soft snap
and was saving him lots of money that
would go to fixin up their house after
were married.”
e look (;f contentment on the
young mau's face ve way to the
pallor of despair as E: gnsw{:

*Well, how is that going to make me
kin to you®"

*0h."” went on the boy. *I'm comil
lo that now. She said that when yom
proposed to her she woulld be a sister
to you; and won't that make you my
brother?"

As the child picked himself off the
floor he beheld the form of the young
man flit thmgh the front door—
Allanta Constulution.

Modera Changes in Literature.

The working author, he whose ink is
bread, recognizes more than ever be-
fore the commercial side of literature
as s most potent factor in this work,
says a writer in The Ladies’ Home
Journal. There was a time, and ust
so long ago, when authors could wrile
fore pleasure, when coMpetition was
not so keen, and their productions were
certain of acceptance in certain chan-
nels. Everything they wrote was aec-
ceptable because they wrote it, upon
the argument thatthey had cut out
for themselves a certain coostituency
which hailed anything from their pen,
good, bad and indifferent. Two or
three authors often constituted the re-
sources of a magazine. All this has
changed. No writer, however strong
or popular, can carry the subscription
list of a magazine in his or her pocket.
Variety is the order of the day. The
m ne which gives the

bought and anj?;ed. *l do not care
foram ine,” said a literary woman
recently, *“in which I know before I
open its ragu.
IKU find in i
lies the ke
taste. One

]

to the modern literary
neficial effect which this

tendency is uandoubtedly having is the |

doing away with cliqueism in period-
ical literature, In fact, it cannot be
truthfully said of one Ymmiuent mag-
azine to-lay, as it could as late as a
ear ago, that it is “‘cliquey.” Editors

lly recoguize the mecessity of con-
tinually presenting a different array of
writers, and thereby securing a variety
of style and thought. To the old
writers who have been accustomed for
vears to write for a single periodical
this new order of things is
in one respect, but forthe whole school
of modern writers it is a decided ad-

vantage.
The Press in Interior Africa.

Thanks to the missionaries, inner
Africa is mow able to do a
deal of her own printing, as the Por-

tugese found ont in October last. They |
received a printed declaration from |

Consul Johnston alnom;aing that a

of the Shire River region
}-:fﬁup-:;‘ laced under the protection
of Great lrriuiu. The typesetting and

ress work had been done by black

vs at Bluntyre, the now famous mis- |

sion station in the beautiful Shire
Highlands, where the wilderness has
been made to blossom. hundreds of
acres have been turped into planta-
tions and grain fields, while scores of
children are studsing in the schools.
It has cost $200,000 thus far to bring
about this transformation.— XN, J. Sun.
Mansas Phillosopny-

When your ship finally comes in it
may be a wreck.

.g fool can never sit in a corner; he
is always in the middle of the room.

It is not what others think of em
that makes you; it is what you think of
others.

When you find a man who is fond of
staying at home, his wife finds fault
about it

to learn to play the fiddle, a
save that expense. p
When 2 man bas a sore throat and it

squaw who, with

test |
variely iu a single issue is the one most |

exactly what writers 1
and “in that remark |

isastrous |

Tho searchers for the '

region to till all their land.
The Louisville Courier-Journal thinks

!hebe!t!rl)_'to redeem Eastern ‘Q!- winter, that I

Henry Warren of New Haven, who
ec’ls papers on Connecticut railroad-
frains, 15 doubtless the Nestor of news-
Loys. He is in his 82d , and has
the further distinction of a third sct of
teeth, now well

County Andrassy in his will declared |

in an introductory passage that it was
his conviction that the maintenance of
great landed estates is essential to the
continued prosperity of the ecogn
For this reason he entailed his estates.

President Dwight, of Yale, says the

!:rmmenl fund of the university must

increased §500,000 if the institution

is to subserve her mission and the

needs of the times. The total amount

of gifts for the last calendar year was
$716,000.

The Roumanian Queen, Carmen Syl-
va, is an illustrious epicure. She has
imvented several dishes, and sometimes
cooks one for the King with her own
hands.
lord and if he survives she knows they
are all right.

Grm}::rper-liko vehicles comfort-
ably trundling over the smooth e-
ments of Washington are callcr Pho
herdic. For years the herdic has been
a well- nized form of conveyance
in that city. It isso called from its in-
ventor, Peter Herdic,
Dutchman.

a Penpsylvania

She tries them on her royal | e

{ C. B, to whom the Captain of the |

e surrendered off
une 1, 1813, is still

' American Chesa
Boston Harbor
livin

and senior Admiral of the fleet. |

Admiral Wallis was born in Halifax,N. |

8., April 12, 1791, and is therefore in
| his 100th year.
Secretary
acres near Elizabeth, Pa
owns the coal under 1,100 acres of sar-
| rounding land.

Blaine owns a farm of 400 |
He also |

Mr. Blaine purchased |

- l:;rt of this land overtwenty years ago. |

e has not mined any coal there since
1875. He seldom visits his farm. and
it is said that he would like to sell it.

Senator Blackburn of Kentucky says:
“A dude is simply the ecreation of
peculiar conditions of society, and he
may helm:lg to any locality and be dif-
ferently ised. For instance, I
know places in Kentucky where a man
who would put on a $10 suit of store
clothes and a while shirt would be re-
garded as a howling swell.”

Here is a little Bible silhouette done
by that master-hand Sam Jones: “My
ideal of a man is John the Baptist, who
jumped on a king and stom the

| very feathers out of him. hen he
was put io jail he said he would stav

|
|

there until the ants carried him out |
through the keyhole before he would |

modify anything that be had said.”

it will publish serially the early history
of the Flathead Indians and of the ear-
B

tter Root Valley. The mate

through De Smit, by a young E‘:slish
adventurer named Cox. who visited the
Northwest in the ship Beaver,fitted out
in 1811 by John Jacob Astor.

President Clover of the Kansas Farm-
ers’ Alliance, says: “What we need
now is some statesmen of the

| Washington, Abe Lincoln, Ben Wade, |

| Thomas Jefferson, and Andrew Jack-

scope farming is what has brought the
| count to its t condition.
| B ier' skins are the thinoest cloth-
ing ashivering family was ever wrapped
up in."”
The lecture field is to be recruited
a talker on a theme no less National
than the interior of the Washington
Capitol. The man is “Jake” Kennedy,
for the last few years the most success-
ful guide in that t bu .ing. He
was formerly a Wi
knows every that ever found
place in the Capital, and when he hasn't
& story wherewith to amuse his patrons
he invents one.

Toa free and above-board country

| like this, the secrecy observed in the 886 Broadway, NEW

war and pavy departments of foreign
| powers is to say t
| esting. For instance, Russia is about
to spend $7,000,000 on a long desired
| naval station in the Baltic. To keep
| Germany from knowing the plans,
| strategicand otherwise, not a German
will be em
! allowed to visit the localitv.
Chief-Justice Fuller looks a good
| deal more like a cavalry officer than

et Supresse Couss. Even seated on | INESTATE

flap-

, ping i

' mﬁlk rol
little of the judicial about his appear-
Iy white, that distin the Chief
him a war-like look. He is certainly
the handsomest man on th;.Lbnnch.
Aen and as tot

women agree

T
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missions in the Flathead country and :m-;

son style. Mouth legislation and tele-  wrsans 1 PATES ey tes ou et

street broker. He | St

the least quite inter- Cures where other remedies fail, 25c

of his office, there is Jnroliment last

ance. It is the heavy mustache, near- 5%

|
f

i

The Helena Journal anoounces that |

*Never put a bird in the window!™
Olive ran Millerin the Christian
Union. *I rarely go intn the street in
summer, or even on a mild day in
do pot see unfortunate

must not put % |

nght, yet how few re- |

member that there is always a draught |
® an open window!" |
|

European Navies. |

In the event of a Euro outbreak |
Great Britain would be able to send to i
sea at & moment's notice forty-four
modern battleships and belied cruisers |
to cope, in case of necessity, with l
France's twenty-three, Russia's fiftesn,
Germany's twelre, or Italy's ten.

The saw-mill in the world is |
located at Clinton, Jowa. It cost §260.- |
000 and is capable of sawing 450.000
feet of lumber in eight hours. It has
seven band aond three gang saws and |
two batteries of ten beilers each.

A western man has discovered a
::ees of mwaking whisky out of
ns.

I .

A RACE WITH DEATH!”

Among the nameless heroes, none are |

s e e Ot |
Wi va

warning the peol ahead of the Johne-
town flood. ounted on a powerful
horse, faster and faster went rider,
but the flood was swiilly gaining, un
it canght the unlucky horseman
swept on, grind;
ting both weak and strong.

n the same way is disease lurking
near, like unto the sword of Damocles,
ready to fall, without warning, on its
victim, who allows his systcm to be-

ail
and | &°

come vy, and his blood
soned, thereby his health
gered. To eradicate these poisons from
the system, no matter what their name
or nature, and save yourself a spell of
malarial, t or fever, or
er':riom.. swellings, tumors and kin-
d %Rmenu. keep the liver and |
althy and ﬂmedhb{ lhe1
use of Dr. Plerce’s Golden M Dis- |
covery. It's the only plood-purifier sold |

do exactly as A |

1 of | concentrated vegetable extract. Sold |
. the history is from notes, transmitted | by druggists, in large bottles, at $1.00. |

MOTHERS’ FRIEND

WAKES GHILD BIRTH EASY

BoOX TO “MoTHERS” MAILED FREE
BRADFIELD REGULAT®R OO, ATLANTA, GA.
HBOLD BY ALL DRUGGLITS.
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her's Great Training School of Kansas.
o ¥ mﬂﬁl&mﬁ

Your money is returned if it |
recommended.

ustice from his brethren and gives | “wichita Newspaper Union. Kanssa. 33

Newly Published Dotalls of Their Lifs -

Father Schynze, a German priest wha
mm]nniﬂl Stanler and Emin from
Victoria Nyanza to the coast. has just

a diary giving some interest-

facts concerning the two ex-
rs. Of Emin he rpeaks ia high
and

*The difference between Emin
Stavley 1s very warked. The former
is absorbed in scientific research, s
very plain man, who lives more for
science than any thing else. and is &
learved lingnist. Emin is in delicats
health; but when we offer him wine
whish we keep for holy mass he brings
it back without tasting it. 'I am going
to ask for it some day. be savs, ‘for a
sick mao; please save it until then." It
is a riddle to me how he can stand the
jonrney. In the morning he has a cup
of Tarkish coffee without anyt to
eat. Then follows the march, dur
ing which he does not get down from
his ass. Incampit is often eveni
before his men can attend to hil:.m.‘
uever saw a Euro in Africa who
could get along with so little. On the
other hand, he can not work without
bis desk and chair. His time
to science; his spare moments to
daughter, whom he guards as the ap-

le of his eve. She is always carried

ust before him. so that he can watch
her in spite of his poor sight."

Stanley is not so well liked, al
admired” for his ability. Father
Schynze says:

“Stanley is a leader, a commander.
More than once he would like to bresk
off all negotiations with the negro chiefs
and treat them to lead and powder, but
be curbs himseif to avoid useless blood-
shed. He keeps strict order. At sun-
rise a shrill whistle sonnded by Stanley
himself orders everybody to take his
place in the caravan and march. He
maintains the strictest discipline, and
his men know him; scarcely has the
last sound of the whistle died away be-
fore all stand ready to march with
their burdens on their shoulders. Stan-
ley lights his short pipe and armed
witha long cane walks at the head of
the caravan, followed by a boy with
a parasol, his servant with a Winchest-
er ritle, and a wagwana who leads his
ass. Then follows the caravam.
After an hour or two Stanley mounts
his ass and the specd of the march is
then much increased, but none of
Stanley’s men lag behind.  But the
great traveler can also be merry. He
sits under a tree smoking his Qi—pe and
wiatches the pitching of his tent.
When this is done he disappears into it
and does not :ll;year again until after
sunset. [ thiuk he spends that part of
the day in writing his notes, for whean-
ever [ have enteyed | have found him
sitting by a large book. [ believe that
a deseription of the journey will be
ready as soon as we come to the coast,
for Stanley does not need to pay mmch
attention to his caravan now, as the
officers do all. If Stanley is ina
cheerful frame of mind then the min-
uies we spend while the tents are be-
ing pitched are the most interesting of
the wholedav. He then tells incident
alter incident of his adveoturous life
with such fire and snch vigorous ex-

ression that we formet how broken
is French is."

A Writer of Bird Books.

A Brooklyn writer who does not
aeed to leave her pretty home to attend
to bher pen work is Mrs. (live Thorne
Miller. She has a specialty, and =
unique one—descriptions of birds and
their habits. Some of her books are
“Bird Ways” and “In Nesting Time.™
It is not necessary for Mrs. Miller to
out into wonds, and fields, and
country byways to observe the pets of
which she writes. It was very well
for Thoreau to live in the woods, and
Juhn Burroughs may and does find is
convenient to lurk about siyly to sar-
prise the shy inhabitanis of tree sad
pest, but Mrs. Miller, being a woman
—and moreover a woman with a
ily—could not do hat, so she w
contrived to bring the birds indoors,

She has a room fitted up exclusively
for her pets, and never were birds bet-
ter cared for.according to all accounts.
Here she can observe and train and ex-
periment. The resuits of her observa-
tions are jotted down in blank books,
of which there is one for each bird, in-
scribed with its name. Her articles on
this subject are seen in all the leading
magazines, though she does not con-
fine herself to ber specialty.— Tupeka
Capilal.

The Dyak Girl

If her parents belong to the common
class she is perfectly free, choosing the
man she likes and carrying on her
courtship without the slightest inter-
ference. Neither father mor mother
alludes to her conduct until the voung
man makes them a proposal. The case
of a chiels dnugEter is otherwise.
Light conduct on her part would bring
scandal on the community, and hee
marriage should be advantageous to it
if possible. ‘Therefore, she is not al-
lowed the privileges of the humbler
sisterhood, aud she awaits, in general,
the sanction of her parents. Bat if the
husband they approve is not satisfactory
to her mind she may refuse him, and
very often she dées. No form of com-

Ision may be used, for the Dyak girl

as spirit enough, aud she does pot

hesitate to runaway if pressed too hard,

or even to kill herself, but in such

cases, I imagine,there is some stronger

motive unavowed. — Cornkiil Magazine.
Mmount LACOmA.

By the new mnmen‘; the hol:mou
Mount Po epetl of Mex sap-
to hp:!:’! 13 the highest moun-
tains in the world, is not quite so high
as Mount Tacoma, the marvelous monn-
tain that towers three miles into the
air within sight of the city of Tacoma
on Puget Sound. F om the city Mount
Tacoma is so graod and so vivid ia
every feature that it seems to beal-
most within rifle shot. “How far off
is the mountain?" astranger was asked
one evening when the sunset flush
reddened the lovely peak of eterual
suow. *It is farther thau it agpu'n._l.'
suppose,” was the answer; “but it is
pot more thao two miles away.” The
mountain was sixty miles distant ia an
air line.
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